Evolution again.
HASLAM. I promise. I cant keep Adam and Eve out of the
lessons in church; but I can keep Creative Evolution out of them.
Oh, by the way! I am afraid you will have to come to church. Do
you mind very much?
SAVVY. Not a bit. I had to do it in college, you know. Thatll be
all right, Bill.
HASLAM. I always rip through pretty fast; and I never preach
more than seven minutes: old Lady Mumford makes such an
awful row if I do.
SAVVY. Does that matter?
HASLAM. I should think it does. Her big subscription just
barely makes the two ends meet in the church accounts. Con-
sequently in our parish Lady Mumford is to all intents and pur-
poses the Church of England.
Franklyn and Conrad come in.
HASLAM [to Franklyn} By the way, sir, I think you ought to
know. Would you mind if Savvy and I were to get married?
CONRAD. Hallo!
HASLAM. Yes: I know it sounds rather sudden. But theres no
immediate hurry. Any time will do.
SAVVY. No it wont.
HASLAM. I dont mean our marriage, darling.
FRANKLYN. You mean only my consent, is that it?
HASLAM. Well, I suppose that is what it comes to. Ha!, ha!
Priceless!
FRANKLYN. Well, Savvy: you know your own business best.
CONRAD. There is no gainsaying the urge of Creative Evolu-
tion,
SAVVY [desperately] Oh, Nunky, do drop it for a moment. [To
Haslam] Lets get married tomorrow. You can perform the cere-
mony yourself, cant you?
HASLAM. I think I shall ask the blooming bishop. It would be
awful cheek; but I think he'd like it.
Clara, Mrs Etteen, and Immenso come in.
CLARA. Franklyn: go and play billiards. You will not digest
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